
THE MIDDLEBURY MURDER 


Wherein Astro the Seer Shows His Ability as a Real Detective 


"Don't Arre»t Her! 
Please Don't!" Shrieked 
the Elevator Boy. 


the lever and threw open the 
hall door. 

“ You wait here,” said Astro to 
Thompson and the lad. "Come 
on, McGraw. We’ll see Moffett 
first.” 

They walked down the hall 
and round a corner till they came 
to a lighted door. Astro, with- 
out knocking, threw the door 
wide open. It was a small room, 
and at a rolltop desk a man 
jumped up quickly in consterna- 
tion. In one hand he held a re- 
volver, in the other a cleaning in- 
strument. A box of cartridges 
was open beside him. He stared 
at his unexpected visitors. 

"Good evening, Mr. Moffett.” 
said Astro. "What are you do- 
ing with that pistol?” 

"Why — I’m — cleaning it,” 
said Moffett. The pistol dropped 
from his hand as he spoke, and he turned white at 
the scrutiny of his interlocutor. 

The Seer gazed for a moment without speaking at 
the small, smooth shaven, anxious looking man who 
confronted him. He wore iron spectacles and was 

His thin, bony hands trembled 

visibly.’ 

"Did you fire that pistol this evening?” 

"Why, no — of course not!” 

"What were you cleaning it for?” 

"Why — I always carry it when I go home I live 
;e, and there have been- so many 


r * was just after midnight when Astro’s 
green brougham, bringing him, with Va- 
leska, his assistant, up town, was stopped 
so suddenly that both were nearly thrown off 
the seat. They were driving along Canal-st., 
and, as the vicinity was apparently deserted, 
the Seer of Secrets looked in surprise from the 
window to see what was the matter. 

A police officer was speaking in tones of com- 
mand to the driver. Astro, recognizing him 
as Lieutenant McGraw, smiled in relief. The 
police officer came to the window with his hat 
in his hand 

"I beg your pardon, sir, but I recognized 

r our cab; so I just ordered your man to stop. 

wanted to speak to you a moment. An, 

Miss Wynne, it’s glad I am to see you!” 

Valeska gave him her hand and a smile. 

" I’ve just been called from the office,” said 
McGraw, "on a case that may be interesting, 
as I know how you like mysteries. Perhaps 
you might help me out, even." And Officer McGraw 
winked elaborately. "When it comes to giving a 
crook the third degree, or raiding a joint, I’m there 
with the goods; but this looks like a murder, and 
murders are -sometimes — ” 

"I see,” said Astro suavely. "Well, if you can 
crowd in here, we’ll go with you Where is it?” 

"Just round the corner, here, at the Aspenwall 
Building on Grand-st." And, after Astro had given 
the order to the driver, McGraw went on. " You see, 
the night watchman has just telephoned for an officer, 
as something suspicious has happened. He seemed 
excited, and it may turn out something doing, or it 
may not.” 

" Well, I’ll be glad to be first on the ground, at any 
rate,” said Astro. "That ought to make it easier to 
solve, if it should happen to be a mystery.” 

UG had scarcely finished when the brougham drew 
** up at the entrance to the Aspenwall Building. 

A full bearded man in jumpier and overalls was wait- 
ing scowling in the doorway. He came immediately 
forward. 

"There’s a murder or a suicide been committed 
here. I’m afraid,” he began; "but I didn’t want to 
do anything till I had the police, to be on the safe 
side. "It’s up on the tenth story, in Mr. Middlebury’s 
office.” 

" Has anyone left the building since you tele- 
phoned?” 

" No, I made sure of that. The elevator boy 
thought he heard a shot fired, and I went around to 
all the lighted offices. They were all right except at 
Middlebury’s office, where there was no answer when 
I knocked.” 

"How many tenants are in the building now?” 

"There have only been two or three here to-night, 
and some went before this thing happened. There’s 
only one I know of, — Mr. Moffett, on the ninth. I 
think he’s there yet. I spoke to him a little while 
ago.” 

"Better ring for a couple more men, McGraw,” AS the five entered the car, Astro, whose look had "That’s right. But did you see any empty cart- 
said Astro. fallen upon the rubber matting on the floor, ridge shells on the roof below?” 

After the party had entered the corridor, McGraw moved over nearer the elevator boy, and, pushing "No. But we’ll have to examine the roof later, 
rang up the office, then returned to the elevator. The him a little aside, picked up a slip of pap>er on which Now we’ll go up to Middleburv’s office. We’ve lost 

boy had just come out, and was standing with white, he had been standing. It proved to be blank, how- too much time already.” 

scared face in the corridor. He was a thin, anemic ever; but the Seer put it away in his pocketbook. 

vouth of eighteen, with red hair and roving, pale The boy slammed the door and the car started up the XJAVE you a key to Middlebury’s office. Thomp- 

olue eves with dilated pupils. shaft. Astro touched the boy’s arm. son?” he asked on reentering the elevator. 

" Now, young fellow,*’ said McGraw, " what do you " Stop at the ninth floor! ” he commanded. " No, sir. Mr. Middlebury lost one of his office keys 

know about this?” The elevator boy looked up in surprise; but pulled this week, and was given the duplicate the superin- 
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" Nothing, sir. Only I thought I heard a shot fired, 
and I called Thompson.” 

"You didn’t go up yourself?” 

" No, only to take Thompson. I waited in the car 
while he knocked on the door.” 

"Where did you find Thompson?" . shabbily dressed 

"On the fifth floor. I went down to the boiler 
room at first, thinking he was there; then I tried 
each floor till I found him.” 

"What time did you hear the report?” 

"About half past eleven o’clock. ’ 

" How many jjeople have you taken up on the ele- out at Kingsbridg 
vator this evening?" hold-ups — ” 

"Only one or two. Mr. Moffett went up to his "Did you hear a shot fired in this building to- 

office on the ninth at eight o’clock or so, — he must be night ? ” 

there now. — Mr. Smythe, on the fourth; but he left "Good God, no!” Moffett’s alarm increased. He 
at ten o’clock, about. I don’t remember the others.” put his hand to his head. " You don’t mean — there’s 
Astro now turned to the night watchman, Thomp- anvthing happened?” he faltered, 
son, a heavy set, hairy man, who stood with his Instead oi answering, Astro walked over, picked 
mouth open, listening as if fascinated. up the revolver from the floor, and examined it. The 

"What have you been doing this evening, Thomp- chambers were empty. Next, he looked at the box 
son?” of cartridges. Five were missing. Of these, foui 

" Why, I had a bite of lunch in the boiler room at were scattered on the desk, 
about eight o’clock. Then at nine I made my rounds "When did you fire this gun last?” he demanded, 

to see if everything was all right. I have to look for "Last night — at a cat,” said Moffett, 

signs of fires or burglars or anything wrong, you McGraw laughed aloud. 

know.” Astro went to the window, threw up the sash, and 

"How many offices were lighted up?” looked out. The roof of the adjoining building was 

"Smythe’s and Moffett’s and Mr. Middlebury’s; only two stories below. He gave it a glance, then 
that’s all I remember, sir.” lowered the window and walked to the door. 

"Where were you when this boy called you?” "Will I bring him along, sir?” said McGraw. 

"On the stairs, going up to the sixth floor.” "No, leave him alone. Mr. Moffett, remain here 

"This is the only elevator running at night?” till we come for you, please.” And with that, Astrc 

"Yes, sir. I’m supposed to keep run of this boy went out. In the hall he turned to McGraw. 
and see he stays till midnight.” "You don’t mind my taking charge of this?” he 

At this moment two officers appeared at the en- asked, 
trance. Astro turned to McGraw. "Tell them to “You bet I don’t!” McGraw exclaimed. "But 
keep hidden outside,” he said, "and nab anyone I don’t see why you want Moffett to make a get- 
leaving the building. Now we’ll go up and see what away.” 

has happened.” "He can’t get past the men down stairs, can 
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tendent had till another one could be made for him.” 

“What did he need two for?” 

“ For his stenographer, I believe.” said Thompson. 

“Oh, he had a typewriter, then?” said Astro. 

The elevator hoy interrupted. “He had one, but 
she left to-day.” 

“How do you know that?” Astro turned to the 
youth with a keen gaze. 

The elevator boy cowered under his inspection. 
“Why — she told me so, that's all.” 

The elevator had reached the tenth floor and 
stopped. The boy threw open the door and the party 
stepped out. 

Almost opposite the elevator, across a narrow hall, 
appeared a lighted door, on which was painted the 
legend: “ John Middlebury, Architect and Civil En- 
gineer.” Above it was a transom tilted half open. 

“Give me a leg up,” said Astro, and. placing his 
foot on Thompson’s big hand, he raised himself to the 
height of the lintel and looked in. He stayed there 
for a few minutes, then dropped to the floor again. 

"Well, it’s a murder, fast enough,” he said to Mc- 
Graw. 

“ We’ll have to bust down the door, then,” said 
the officer. 

“ Unless the boy can crawl through the transom.” 

“ Xo, I can’t!” exclaimed the boy. “ It’s too nar- 
row.” 

“You try it,” said Astro. 

"I don’t dare to!” the lad whimpered. 

McGraw laid a heavy hand on his snoulder. “ Xow, 
then, my son, go to it, and no talk!” 

With that, he lifted the lad bodily to a handhold 
on the lintel. “ Hurry up, now, Dennis! ” said Thom- 
son gruffly, and the boy struggled through the open- 
ing, pulled his legs inside, and dropped to the floor. 
In a moment he opened the door and stood as white 
as paper, trembling in horror. 

DEYOXDa counter that shut off the front part of 
** the office, below a large drafting table in the cen- 
ter of the room, the body of a man lav on its back, 
the arms outstretched on the floor. The eyes were 


shut, and one hand still held a small black rubber 
drawing triangle. The counter shut off the sight of 
his feet. He was a man of some thirty years, with 
black mustache and sparse beard, a handsome, pic- 
turesque type of slightly foreign appearance. 

Astro passed through the little door in the counter 
with McGraw, and together they bent over the body. 

“ There's no 1 flood at all ! ” said the officer in amaze-* 
ment. "What is it. anyway? He can’t be shot!” 

Astro made no reply for some moments, but exam- 
ined every detail of the body with care. At last he 
rose. "Thompson,” he said, “have you a gun?” 

" Why, no. sir! ” Thompson spoke anxiously. “At 
least, I ain’t got any with me. I got one down in the 
boiler room, though. I don’t carry it all the time, 
sir.” 

"Go down and {jet it!” Astro spoke sharply. 
"Bring it to me! Xo, Dennis, you stay right here. 
Thompson, take the elevator down yourself. Tell 
the officers to telephone for a doctor.” 

The watchman left without a word, shaking his 
head. The elevator boy sat down on a chair outside 
the counter and gazed dismally into the corridor. 

Astro stood for several minutes silently looking 
about the room. His eyes went from the drawing 
board, where the perspective view of a country resi- 
dence had been roughly sketched in pencil, past the 
ground glass windows which admitted light from a 
side hall opposite the elevator, to the doors of an in- 
ner room. Valeska’s eyes followed his in careful 
search of the room. McGraw still stared in amaze- 
ment at the body, looking for some sign of a bullet 
wound, but without success. 

" He’s dead, all right,” he said finally ; “but hanged 
if I can see what killed him! Could it be suicide? 
Perhaps we can find some poison, somewhere. Look 
in the dressing room.” 

"He’s shot," said Astro, without looking at the 
corpse. “ Valeska, see what you can find in the pri- 
vate office in there.” He pointed to the inner door. 

As she started to go in through the door in the 
counter, her foot struck a strip of cardboard that shot 
in along the floor. Astro glanced at it, then stooped 


and picked up an advertising calendar. He walked 
to the waiting space outside and began to examine 
the wall carefully. The elevator boy's eyes followed 
him listlessly. The Seer stopped near the hall door 
and fixed his eyes on a small hole in the woodwork. 
Then he went back to the drawing board and exam- 
ined it attentively. There was a large black blot on 
it where evidently a bottle of India ink had been 
spilled. The paper was fastened down with thumb 
tacks in the form of wire spirals. He drew one out 
and put it into his pocket. 


CUDDEXLY Valeska called out, “There has been a 
^ woman in here to-night!” 

Astro and McGraw hurried into the private office. 
Valeska was standing by a small set bowl in the cor- 
ner and held up a tiny gold ring. 

"Do you see'” she exclaimed. “The bowl is full 
of soapsuds and dirty water. She must have left in a 
hurry without stopping for her ring.” 

Astro examined it, took a long look about the room, 
tried the private door that led to the branch hall, and 
then went back to the architect’s office. “ What was 
Mr. Middlebury 's stenographer’s name?” he asked of 
the elevator boy. 

"Miss Wilson.” Dennis looked up with a look of 
alarm. 

" What time did you take her up in the elevator?” 

“ I didn’t take her up at all, to-night!” was the re- 
sponse; but his eye wandered away from his examiner. 

“When did you see her last?” 

“When she left here, at five o’clock.” 


"It’s queer she should leave her ring here, then, 
and dirty water in the bowl.” 

"Perhaps it was another woman,” the boy ven- 
tured. 

"Perhaps it was. Did you carry up any other?’ 

“Why, I think I did; but 1 can't quite remember. 
I think she went out again, though.” 

“ You have a remarkably poor memory,” said As- 
tro acidly. 

The door was now flung open again, and Thompson 
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LUCY ELLEN 


MONOLOGUES — ON PREACHIN’ 



M I ST AH WASH’N he do preach pow’ful 
sermons. You’s seen Mistah Wash’n, 
isn't yo’? He looks same as a hawg. The fat 
hang down on this side of his face an’ on 
this side of his face, an’ a gre’t bunch of it 
a-hangin’ undeh his chin. 

Preachah’s they has the easies’ time of any- 
body. Thev cain’t be preachah’s 'thout the 
Lawd calls ’em, an’ then He jes’ stan's ahind 
’em an’ puts the words in they moufs.an’ all 
they ’s got to do is to holler ’em out 

I don’t jes’ un'e’stan’, but preachahs they 
don' git things right all the time. Xow, I 
'membehsonct Bre'r Jeremiah was a-preachin’. 

Bre'r Jeremiah he’s eiicated. He looks mos’ 
lak a white pusson. Well, Bre’r Jeremiah he 
went on to tell 'bout somebody that was 
wukkin’ in a gyarden, an’ fu’st he say, "In 
the bahnyahd of de Lawd, breth’n"; an’ 

Moses Dangerfield — yo’ knows Mose — he hol- 
lers out : 

"Xo, Bre’r Jeremiah, dat ain’t right!” 

"In de boneyahd of the Lawd,” says Bre’r 
Jeremiah. 

"Xo, Bre’r Jeremiah.dat ain't right yit!” 

An’ Bre'r Jeremiah he didn't lak that, an’ 
he says, "Well. Bre'r Moses,” says he, "if 
yo’ knows 'bout dat, yo’ jes’ tell how ’t is 
yo'self,” says Bre’r Jeremiah. 

“In de vineyahd of de Lawd!” hollered out 
Moses jes’ lak he knows what’s right. 

An’ Bre’r Jeremiah says re-el polite, lak 
this, bendin’ oveh, an' holdin’ hes han’ on 
his stummick, " Yo’s right, Bre'r Moses; I'se 
c'rected.” 

But Bre’r Jeremiah he ain't got no use for 
Bre’r Moses afteh that. Xow, I can't jes’ 
un’e’stan’ how the Lawd come to git things 
wrong that way. But 1 'spect Ole Sattin had 
somethin’ to do wif that. 

Yas’m, I cert’n’y loves to heah Mistah 
Wash’n. I ’membehsone suhmon he preached. Well.it 
was a won’e’ful suhmon, it was. it was ’bout two 
pussons named Eve an’ Adam. They lived in a gyar- 
den. an’ they didn't weah no does. One day they 
wanted to go out some'ers whah they’d meet people, 
an’ the woman she made clo’es out’n fig leaves. 
Thev was a-growin’ on a li'l tree jes’ lak that li’l 
fig bush down by the sho’, whah the folks roun’ 
yere alius picks off the figs 'fore they gits ripe — an’ 
yo’ never gits any. Well, Mistah Wash’n he tell it 
so plain I could mos’ see jes’ how it looked. Mistah 
Wash’n he tuk out his han’k'ch’ef an' wukked a 
pencil back an’ fo’th on it lak he’s sewin’ fig leaves, 
to show how the woman was.a-settin’ thah sewin', 
an’ the man was a-stan'in' lookin’ on, an’ the chile 
a-layin’ thah a-sleepin. An’ when the woman got 
the fig leaves sewed, she said re-el loud an' deep, 
lak this, "Son, heah is yo’ clo’es!” 

T^fflSTAH PERRY he’s ’nothah pow’ful preachah. 

Yo’ 'membahs that Sunday when I went to 
chu’ch Sunday mawnin’ an’ never got back till Tues- 
day? Well, that’s the night he preached all night, an’ 
'g’mMonday all endurin’ the day. Xo’m, nobody could 
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Mutah Perry Wu Rippin* and Teahin* Roun*. 

git sleepv the way they was all a-cah’yin’ on, an’ 
Mistah Perry rippin’ an’ teahin’ roun’ an’ poun’in’ 
the big Bible wif hes han’s lak he gwine to bust 
right thoo! He had a big picture on the wall ahind 
him of a Christian dvin’ peaceful an’ happy, wif li'l 
angels all a-flutterin f roun’ him. My! but it was a 
pretty picture! An’ on the otheh side was a sinnah 
a-dyin’ an’ jes’ a-fightin’ away a gre't passel of li’l 
debbils that was a'-clawin roun’ tryin’ to git him. 
They all had li'l things on they backs that looked 
lak sails to a boat. 

I cert’n’y don’ wanter to die that a-way. I wants 
to go to Heaben. Does yo’ know ’bout Heaben? 
Well, they say Heaben is a gre't big green fiel’, 
slopin’ up f’um a crik, jes’ same as if yo’s gwine 
oveh Linsale crik, an’ on the otheh side yo’ could 
see the green grass a-growin’, an’ heah the birds 
a-singin’, an’ see the peoples walkin’ roun’. happy, 
wif nothin’ to do, an’ all they wants to eat.— jes’ 
pickin’ it right off’n the trees an’ thegroun’, without 
wukkin! They do say that peoples this side of the 
crik they tries to build bridges to git 'cross, an’ the 
bridges wash away, an’ they th’oes money in, an’ tries 
to buy they way ’cross, an'they tries ev’ry way to git 


oveh that crik; but the onlies’ way they kin 
git to Heaben is to git ’ligion ’fore they dies. 

Xo’ndeed'm. the preachahs never says 
nothin’ 'bout lyin’ an’ stealin’ an’ them things. 
They jes’ preaches ’bout gittin’ 'ligion an’ 

f ittin’ saved, an’ how to git to Heaben, an’ 
eepin’ way f’um the fire an’ Ole Sattin. 


T2UT the bes’ suhmon I ever heard was the 
** day of the big stawm, when the trees blowed 
down, an’ that oysteh boat washed asho' at 
Sandy P'int, wif the men mos’ drownded. It 
was Sunday mawnin’, I ’membehs, an’ Mistah 
Perry was a-preachin’, an’ the thun’eh ’gin to 
growl, low down in its throat, an it was gittin’ 
dahk lak it was night. Some of the peoples 
stahted fo’ home; but Maw she says if she’s 
gwine to git killed, she's gwine to stay right 
whah the Lawd kin reach down an’ git huh; 
but she did wish she knowed them li’l tukkeys 
was under the shed 

An’ the lightnin’ was a-streakin’ 'cross the 
ribber.an' the thun’eh a-growhn’ an'a-bellerin’, 
an’ it blowed — my! but it did blow! an’ the 
wa^es a-bang-in’ up ag'in’ the sho’ ! Ev’rybody 
wasa-gittin’ skyart, an' the chillun wasa-squal- 
lin’ an’ the women a-cryin’, an’ the men a- 
prayin' an’ groanin’ an' a-callin’ on the Lawd to 
forgive ’em of they sins. An’ Mistah Peiry 
wasa-smackin’ he hands an’ rollin’ up he eyes, 
an’ teahin’ back an’ fo’th. a-hol-lerin’ : 

"The Day of Jedgment is a-comin’! The 
Day of Jedgment is a-comin’! Sinnahs, look- 
out! A streak of lightnin’ in the east an’ a 
streak of lightnin’ in the west, an’ a streak 
of lightnin’ oveh top, an’ Gawd a-comin' right 
down in the middle!” 

My, oh my! yo’ jes’ oughter seen them peo- 
ple! They was so much noise yo’ couldn't heah 
nothin’, an’ it was so dark yo’ couldn’t see 
nothin’, an’ the peoples was a-th'owin' the’- 
selves on the flo’ an’ hollerin’ an' cah'yin’ on. so’s yo’ 
couldn't tell what was gwine to happen. But shore 
nut!, somethin’ did happen! Yo’ knows that big holly 
tree, 'bout a thousand yeahs ole, higher’n them pine 
trees, an' so big. that ole Uncle Frank couldn't reach 
roun' it wif both hes ahms? Well, that’s the time 
that holly tree fell oveh an’ come a-clappin’ down on 
the chu’ch. The people was jes too skyart to holler. 
All at onct it was so still in that chu’ch yo’ could 
heah ’em breathin’. Mistah Perry he drap down 
on his knees in a kind of a round lump, an’ he 
stahts to singin’, real soft, "Lawd, save or I perish! 
Lawd. save or I perish!” an’ ev’rybody else kneels 
down too, an’ jines in, an’ keeps a-gittin’ loudeh 
an’ loudeh, till I thinks they's gwine to shake the 
shingles off the top of that thah chu'ch. 

An’ then the sun jes’ bust right in the windows, 
an’ the lightnin’ an’ the thun'eh stopped, an’ afteh 
a whiles comes a big rainbow oveh the ribber, an’ 
the trees was a-spanglin’ in the sunshine. 

Yas’m, that’s what they calls gettin’ an answer 
to prayers. Tain t e'*’rybody kin git they prayers 
answered: but Mistah Perry cert'ny is a pow’ful 
preachah ! 
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twirling the smoking weapon on his thumbs. 

" Take a breather, chica bailarino into,' he 
crie«l out to the boy. 'an' then we'll put you 

• through another four-gun clog!' 

OUT Isador Stein did not stop dancing. Drop- 
U ping his folded arms to his sides, he allowed 
the skirt of the duster to flutter about his flying 
feet. He danced back for a moment to the 
lu>ter of silent men at the doorway, revolving 
dizzily in a double pirouette; then he flashed 
ibout on Moran and Scoville with a weapon in 
each hand. 

"A steady stream of flame leaped from the 
muzzles of the two short 38's. the boy jigging 
from side to side, light as a bobbin of thistle- 
down, the air about him thickening with smoke.- 
■‘Instantly there was a plunging scramble 
from all sides, men dropping under chairs and 

• tables and springing behind the bar As fast as 
the boy emptied one pair of guns in hi> bewil- 
dering, cannonading dance, he whipped another 
pair from the turned in pockets of his duster. 
Scoville and Moran had staggered back toward 
the rear of the room, their every effort to dodge 

‘ the boy being blocked by his wonderful agdity 
"The discharge of one of those crazy little 
muzzle-loaders, thrust out within two feet of 
Duckhead Scoville's nose, caused him to emit a 
sharp bellow, slump flat on his back, tyid lie 
still. Then, with two more of those antique, 
double-charged little weapons in his hands. Isa- 
dor Stein, jigging from side to side like a smoke- 
wound wraith, bore down upon Moran and 
snapped the triggers. The resultant explosion 
seemed to split the roof. At the burst of fire 
in his whiskers Moran gave a wild yell and 

• sprawled over on his side inert as a sack of 
meal. 

WIIEX Jimmy Perkins, Cassidy, and Hobbs 
rode their ponies through the swinging 
doors. The Parlor was empty save for the two 
still masses of bad men on the floor, vaguely 
visible, like unwholesome specters, through the 
reek of powder smoke, and the \\ hirling Der- 
vish figure of Isador Stein. The boy was reeling 
and spinning like a mad thing and juggling 
his weird little arsenal of curio guns above 
his head with the most amazing ingenuity of 
gesture. . 

"He continued this pantomime until Sco- 
ville's body suddenly twitched and the great 
torso lurched up in a sitting position, one big 
hairy hand shielding his eyes and the other 
groping along the floor for some weapon. Moran 
arae to his senses like a startled toad, lifted 
first his face and singed beard, twitched his 
'houlders furtively like an alarmed weasel, and 
•inallv dragged himself up by a table. Both 
Moran and Scoville seemed amazed at the fact of 
being alive Swaying and blinking, they 
watched the whirling, dancing boy as if he was 


some amazing phantom of a perplexing dream. 

"Suddenly the young 'un stopped dancing 
and flung round on the dazed and bewildered 
pair. "Thought youse was murdered?' he said 
viciously. ' < mess them wax pills stung like hot 
lead. All shot to pieces wit' wax wads? Hex- 
try! Hextrv! A wax murder in Callup! Max 
wads, that’s all they was. But keep them paws 
down. There's some o’ these Sandy Claus toys 
in me jeans that carries more’n wax slugs. 
Looker here!’ 

•' The lad's feet sprang into motion again and 
with a swift as light gesture he whipped from 
the tumed-in pockets of the duster two highly 
polished .38’s, tossed them up. caught them pat 
in his long fingers, and, gliding with dizzy speed 
along the bar, shot away the thin necks of a row 
of wine bottles. Then he stopped dancing, 
coming down from toe to heel slow and deliber- 
ate. Lowering the smoking barrels of the 3.S's. 
he turned upon the still dazed and stupefied 
pair of bullies, his teeth snapping, his breath 
coming short and fast, his eyes showing a dull 
red fire in their depths. 

"'There's gold and silver in the faro and 
roulette racks an’ back o’ the bar,' he bur-t out 
shrilly. ‘ an’ here's where Isador Stein digs in an 
helps" hisself jes' as youse did ter me the day 1 
sags down the steps o' that caboose! Me friends, 
turning to limmv Perkins. Hobbs, and Cassidy. 
" kin'lv cock them Winchesters an’ point 'em at 
them two large parties you seen come up off 
the floor, while I stow this antique hardware 
and do a little trick of cleanin' up all the loose 
change in sight!' whereat he went most vigor- 
ously and thoroughly to work. 

" What gold and silver he couldn't cram into 
his own p<xkets he stuffed into the pockets of 
Hobbs and Cassidy, and. when he had diligently 
raked floor, tables, and counters bare to the last 
Mexican copper, he drew from some inner fold 
of his garments a large, painfully lettered docu- 
ment and spread it on the bar. 

‘“Me receipted bill, gents,’ he said as he 
edged near the entrance, scarce able to stand 
with the weight of coin in his clothing. ' Hope 
youse enjoyed me tenderfoot brangle!' he 
shouted through the swinging doors as he went 
out. 

S OMEHOW,' sighed Cantilever Jones, nod- 
ding at Baldy Peters. "Scoville and Moran 
never seemed so awfully bad after that. Least- 
wise. they were no longer the Two Bad Men of 
Callup. They moved from Callup. I think, the 
day after that little affair in The Parlor. They'd 
no sense of humor, you see Couldn't stand 
being joshed. 

"And I hear Scoville has joined the Salva- 
tion Army down in Tucson while Moran has 
entered the Mormon church and is tutor and 
guide to a flock of Angora goats up in the hills 
back of St. Joseph " 


The Middlebury Murder 


Continued from page 8 


down from the wall where it was fastened with 
one of these spiral thumbtacks?” He pointed 
to those on the drawing board. 

At this moment they heard the bell of the 
elevator, which now was standing at the floor 
below while McCraw made his second arrest, 
begin to ring furiously Astro ran out into 
the hall and listened. In a moment McCraw 
entered the car with his two men. and the car 
descended. The dial in front of the shaft 
-howed its descent to the fifth floor; then the 
marker stopped. 

Astro pointed to it “They’ve captured the 
girl,” he said. “We’ll wait for Miss Wilson in 


“ And you wanted to shield her? Why?" 

Dennis hung his head. Then he muttered 
shamefully. “Because I’m in love with her. sir 
that's why! And I didn't want her to get into 
trouble. She didn't do it. sir. I'll swear she 
didn't shoot him!" He looked down at the 
body in horror, then turned his eyes away and 
began to sob hysterically. 

" Well. then. Miss Wilson, what have you to 
say for yourself?” 

She had taken one look at the corpse also, 
and had turned away, her tears breaking forth 
afresh. Between her gasps she told her story 

"Mr. Middlebury was too attentive to me. 
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I thought, and then yesterday he kissed me. 
He said he wanted to marry me; but I 
didn't believe it. So I told him I was going to 
leave. I did leave to-day. and never expected 
to come back here Mr Middleburv had paid 
me. and everything, onlv I found I had for- 
gotten my house keys So 1 had dinner down 
town and then came back here, because I knew 
Mr Middleburv would be working late alone in 
the office 1 didn’t want Dennis to know 1 went 
up. because I had told him about Mr. Middle- 
bury’s kissing me; so 1 waited till he went up 
in the elevator, and then I ran up stairs, trying 
to keep out of his sight Only, he caught me 
halfway up Besides. I had to hide from 
the night watchman, because he had had a 
quarrel with Mr Middleburv, and he thought I 
had complained of him 

“Oh. Thompson had quarreled with Middle- 
burv. had he?* said McGraw meaningly. 

“ Yes. sir Middlebury had Thompson dis- 
charged He has to leave at the end of the 
week, and he was pretty angry about it. But 1 
didn’t have anything to do with that at all. 
It was on account of Thompson's refusing to 
let Mr Middlebury have an extra key to the 
door " 

" Where is Thompson 5 " Astro asked. 

“Oh. he's safe enough with my men down on 
the first floor " 

' Well, go ahead with your story, Miss Wil- 
son " 

“ Why. Mr Middlebury was awfully nice and 
apologized for kissing me. and proposed to me 
again. I didn't know what to-say to him; but 
I was afraid he didn’t mean it and was up to 
some game with me He tried to hold my 
hand, and I snatched it away so quick I upset 
a bottle of India ink he was using. So I went 
into his private office to wash my hands. While 
I was in there — " She covered her face with 
her hands. 

“ You took a revolver from the desk drawer?" 
said Astro. 

She looked at him in amazement, with 
widely opened eyes. "A revolver? No! Of 
course not! I washed my hands at the bowl, 
an<l just as I was finishing I heard a pistol shot, 
and then 1 heard Mr Middlebury fall ” 

"Did you look into this office?" 

“Oh no; I was so frightened I didn't dare to. 
I waited a minute till I heard the door slam: 
then I opened the door to the side hall and ran 
down stairs 

" You saw nobody? ’ 

“Not a soul.” 

" Was the elevator there?” 

"Oh. I didn't look. I only wanted to get 
away as fast as I could. I was afraid that I 
was going to be suspected and arrested. You 
see, I knew there was a pistol in the private 
office, for Mr Middlebury had shown it to me 
one day 1 thought thai if he threatened me 
I might use it to protect mvself with. ” 

“ Yes, and that's exactly what you did do, 
I'm thinking.” said McOraw gruffly 

Yaleska took Miss Wilson’s hand affection- 
ately and pressed it. “ Don’t be afraid, my 
dear " she sa : d 

Astro, calm and picturesque, the cape of his 
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though, only yesterday, ’ 
"I believe I've got the 


Inverness thrown negligently across his shoul- 
der. scrutin zed the girl keenly for a few mo J 
ments His eyes passed over every detail of 
her costume, analyzed every feature. He was 
standing so, mysterious, potent, inscrutable, 
when his face changed suddenly " 

• Do you remember. Miss Wilson, whether 
there was a small calendar pinned to the wall 
by the door there when you came in?” 

She looked up, her eyes still streaming. 
“ Why. yes, I'm sure there was That is, I stuck 
it to the wall with a thumbtack yesterday, 
and I don’t remember its having l^een taken 
down ” She looked at him in surprise at his 
question. . 

The door opened again, and the doctor, who 
had obtained a key to another of the elevators, 
coming up alone, entered the room and gave a 
curious look around. 

■'I'm Dr Flynn," he announced. What’s 
the trouble?" 

"There's your man." said Astro, pointing 

K avelv to the body of Middlebury. “He's 
en dead an hour or so. You’ll find he was 
shot through the eye. The bullet pierced the 
brain, and the man bled only internally. Lift 
his left eyelid and you’ll see." 

“That's more than I could find out.” cried 
Me Draw " So he was shot, then for sure. Now, 
then, who done it?" 

" We’ll leave the doctor here to make his 
examination," said the Seer. " We’ll take Miss 
Wilson down stairs I 'm about through, now. 
1 promise you the criminal will confess before 
you can get the Coroner and the patrol wagon 
here." 

WEAVING the doctor to his examination of 
^ the ltody. Astro and Yaleska walked into the 
elevator, followed by McOraw, who still held 
Miss Wilson in his heavy grip. The elevator 
boy stepped in, shut the door, and the car 
descended. In the hall of the ground floor an 
officer was standing with Moffett, and another 
with Thompson, each of the prisoners being 
handcuffed. As Astro came up. another police- 
man hurried in from the front entrance. 

“ I’ve found the cartridge,” he said, holding 
up the small copper cylinder. “It was not 
twenty feet away from Moffett’s window, on the 
roof of the next building. ” 

“ Yes. I threw it out of the window. It was 
just before I cleaned the gun. I told you I 
shot a cat last night with it.” 

McOraw laughed in derision. 

Astro looked Moffett over quietlv and said. 
“I believe, Mr. Moffett, that Mr. Middlebury 
owed you some money, did he not?" 

" Yes — why?" Then Moffett’s face changed 
to terror 

" And you threatened that he would have 
trouble if he didn’t pay up. did you not ? ” 

" By Oeorge! we got the man all right now!” 
said McOraw. 


"I got mv pay. though, only yesterday,’ 
exclaimed Moffett. "I believe I’ve got the 
receipt on me, even. ” He took out his pocket- 
l*ook with trembling hands and looked through 
it eagerly. "Here it is!” he exclaimed in ' 
triumph, holding up the receipt. 

“ \\ hich shows how dangerous it is to judge a 
man on circumstantial evidence,” remarked 
Astro. 

“ Well, it’s more than we got against the 
others," McOraw grumbled. 

"My dear old chap. I’ll show you circum- 
stantial evidence enough to convince you, be- 
fore I'm through. Besides that. I’ll let you 
listen to an outright confession. Now you had 
better let Mr. Moffett depart in peace He’s 
had a narrow escape. It’s lucky some one 
with psychic perceptions was here to rescue 
him from the web of circumstance " 

"It was the night watchman then, I’ll bet on • 
that!" said McOraw. » 

we'll take up his case next. Let’s 
” see he owed Middlebury a grudge for 
having him discharged. He had a pistol; but 
he can’t produce it. YVhat has he done with • 
it?” 

They had approached Thompson by this 
time. The night watchman was listening, 
trembling in his turn. His face had the color 
of clay. 

" I kept it down cellar in my table drawer, 
near the foot of the elevator shaft. I have no 
idea what has become of it!" he pleaded. 

Astro touched the officer who had l>een hold- 
ing Moffett " Take the elevator and go down 
to the cellar. Open the door of the nearest 
furnace and look in and see if you can find a , 
gun.” ' . 

“Is it there?” said McGraw. "How in 
blazes did you know that, you wizard?” 

" Where would you hide a gun better?” said 
Astro, smiling, “ If it isn’t there, you’ll find it 
in some corner, or in one of the ash barrels. It 
doesn't matter much, anyway " *' 

Yaleska, meanwhile, was trying to comfort 
Miss Wilson, who was erving and talking inter- 
mittently. The two blondes made a pretty 
picture together. McGraw, who since his 
first visit to the Seer’s studio had always ad- 
mired Yaleska Wynne, looked on, apparently 
touched. 

"For God’s sake, sir, it ain’t the girl, is it?" 
he asked in a whisper 

Astro laughed, and waited. The elevator 
boy sat on a bench, a picture of dejection, wait- 
ing for the outcome. It was ten minutes before 
the officer reappeared from the basement. As 
he threw open the elevator door he showed, 
hanging from a bent wire, the distorted metal 
work of a revolver, still glowing a dull red. 

"It was just where you said, sir,” he ex- 
plained. 

Astro gave a glance at it, then turned to 
Thompson. “ What have you to say?*’ he asked. 

“ I don't know how it got there," said Thomp- 
son dullv. 

“ I believe this is your last week as watch- 
man here?" 

“ Yes. sir. ” 

“And it was Mr Middlebury who caused 
your discharge?” 

" Yes, sir " Thompson stared stupidly at ' 
his large feet. 

"Then you had good reason to hate him? 

He is shot, and vour revolver thrown into the 
furnace. It looks bad. my man!" 

" 1 swear to God I’m innocent !” Thompson 
looked wildly into the impassive face of the 
Seer.. 

And, as he did so, Astro’s face softened. “ I 
believe vou. I think you can take the hand- 
cuffs off him, McGraw. " 

“Take ’em off! Why, he must be the one 
who done it! Any fool could see that !” 

“ You’re fool enough to, no doubt," said 
Astre, shrugging his shoulders; "but if you 
want the credit of detecting the murderer, 
you'd better free this man and listen to me. ’’ 

Astro had proved his marvelous powers of 
deduction or intuition too many times, and too 
much to McGraw’s own advantage, for the 
officer to refuse. 

" It’s sure too much for me!” he muttered to 
himself as he unlocked the iron bracelets. 

VTTKLL. now we’ll have an interview with 
” the real criminal,” said Astro, walking 
over to the two girls. 

Miss Wilson, nearing this, looked terrified 
at him ; but there was no expression there that 
could reassure her. She opened her lips to 
speak, but could not. 

Astro began delil>erately, speaking so that 
his words echoed through the corridor. “ Miss 
Wilson, by vour own confession you were in 
the office of Mr. Middlebury at the time he was 
shot. ’’ 

“In the inner office, I was,” she ejaculated. 

“In the inner office, where there was found a * # 
revolver with one cartridge used,” added Astro. 

The girl nodded her pale face. 

“ You have confessed to Dennis, here, that 
Mr Middlebury had kissed you and that you 
were offended. You have confessed that he 
made a proposal of marriage to-night that vou 
suspected was false and only a game to fool 
you with." 

“Oh, but I’m sure now he was sincere'” Miss' 
Wilson cried. “I am sure he loved me! I'm 
sorry I suspected him of anything ungentle- 
manlv!” 

“ Nevertheless, there was a scuffle. He at- 
tempted to take your hand. You escaped to 
the inner room — where the revolver was kept ” 

“Only to wash my hands'" she wailed. 

“Your story is too flimsy.” said Astro, his 
voice suddenly grown harsh, as he turned to 
McGraw “Officer. I charge Miss Wilson with 
the crime of murder! Arrest her and hand- 
cuff her!” 

Yaleska, who had sprung up in surprise and 
indignation, opened her lips to protest. Mc- 
Graw, instead of moving forward, had taken a 
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step backward, when Dennis, the elevator boy, 
jumped up and seized Astro's arm. 

“Don’t arrest her, don't!" he shrieked. “I 
done it myself!" 

“ You done it?" McGraw echoed. 

“Yes! Arrest me!" and the boy held out 
his wrists imploringly 

A STRO coolly took out his cigarette case and 
lighted a cigarette " Well, McGraw," he 
said, smiling, "didn't I promise you a con- 
fession ? ” 

McGraw, stupefied, clasped the handcuffs on 
Dennis' wrists. Miss Wilson fell, almost faint- 
ing. on the bench, where Valeska put her arm 
tenderly about her 

" Well, Dennis, you re fairly caught." said 
Astro. “ I've known for sometime that you were 
guilty but it's so much more satisfactory to 
have an out and out confession. Now I’ll 
trouble you for the key to Middlebury's door 
And, so saying he reached into the boy's trou- 
sers pocket and brought forth a small Yale 
key. 

" When did you find it. Dennis? " 

" 1 found it last week, sir. on the floor of my 
car. " 

" And you kept it thinking it might come in 
handy, and perhaps get the night watchman 
into trouble, eh' So you were jealous of Mr 
Middlebury on Miss Wilson s account, were 
you ? " 

"Oh. it made me wild, sir' 1 just couldn't 
stand it when she told me he had kissed her. 
and when I saw her going up there to-night I 
went crazy " 

"So you stole Thompson's gun from the 
cellar, went up when Thompson was on his 
rounds, opened the door with your key, and 
shot Mr. Middlebury?" 

" Yes. sir!' Dennis* voice was faint 

" Then you ran your car to the cellar, threw 
the gun into the furnace, then went up and 
found Thompson and told him you had heard a 
shot?" 

"Yes, sir. Oh. I was crazy' I was crazy 
about her'" 

" And you thought if you said nothing about 
her, she would escape?” 

"Yes. sir. For God’s sake, take me away' 
I don't ever want to see her again 

■' Patrol wagon's come, sir." said one of the 
officers, walking up to McGraw He laid his 
hand on Dennis' arm 

"One minute, please.’ said Astro " Dennis, 
my boy. will you please hold up your left foot? 
Thank' you!' r And as the boy did so Astro 
removed a spiral wire thumbtack that was im- 
bedded in the rubber heel of the boot 

“ What's that for? ’ McGraw inquired. 

"The law doesn’t permit a defendant to 
plead guilty to a charge of murder. You may 
need this for evidence when the case is tried. 
As the elevator boy was led away he looked at 
him pityingly. "Cocaine," he remarked to 
McGraw 

"Sure Dope done it. all right He was 
worked up to it. It may do for an insanity de- 
fense ” 

"He’s a ‘mattoid.' You'll find hLS parents 
or grandparents were criminals, poor devil'" 
The Seer turned to Miss Wilson " You’ve had 
a lucky escape, too, my dear It’s fortunate 
that 1 was here.” 

"Oh. I don’t know how to say how grateful 
I am!" she exclaimed. 

" We’ll drive you home," Valeska volun- 
teered " 1 know' this shock has been terrible 
for you. Do come with us .' ’ 

CHE drew the girl toward the doorway and 
^ they bade goodnight to McGraw As 
Astro and the officer waited talking for a 
moment, the girls entered the green troug- 
hs pi. But, hardly in. Valeska returned to 
the doorway hurriedly McGraw had gone 
inside 

" 1 can't wait till we’ve left Miss Wilson," she 
said. " Do please let me see that paper you 
picked up in the elevator 1 think I see where 
you got your first clue, now Dennis, the 
elevator boy. had stepped on it, hadn't he? ’ 

Astro took the paper from his pocketbook 
and handed it to his assistant. Faintly in- 
dented on its surface was a small spiral 

The next "Seer of Secrets ' story, “ The Ven- 
geance of the Pi Ro Xu." u til appear May 9 


THE BLIND PASSION 

" My love is like a red, red rose!" 

I sing 'mid visions hazy. 

I'm fancy smitten. 1 suppose. 

And when one s that way, goodness knows 
He’s just the same as crazy ! 

Perhaps she's no more like a rose 
Than I am like a daisy 

" Her eyes shine like the stars of night!” 

My fancy goes a-sighing 
But I'm in love and “not just right" 

(To say that sounds much more polite 
Than that 1 m falsifying). 

Perhaps they don’t shine near so bright 
As stars do when they're trying. 

" Her neck is like the graceful swan's!" 

I hear myself alleging: 

But I m in love, and truth absconds, 

And facts become strange vagabonds. 

When one his love is pledging. 

I’m glad her neck's not like the swan's. 
Which it employs for dredging 

Yes. I’m in love, alas! and when 
One’s that way he is "dizzy”; 

For in that state the l»est of men — 

Thev say. nine out of every ten — 

With foolishness get busy. 

In love, man’s sure he’s "ft” — and then 
He weds and wonders. " Is he?" 

— Xixon Waterman 




The Price 
of Goodness 

The goodness of Uneeda Biscuit 
is not a matter of cost to you. It is 
assured by the careful selection 
of the best materials for Uneeda 
Biscuit; by the skill of experts 
who bake nothing but Uneeda 
Biscuit ; by the perfect cleanliness 
and appliances ol great bakeries 
built expressly to bake Uneeda 
Biscuit; and, finally, by the per- 
fect protection ol a package that 
excludes all dust and moisture. 

All this has resulted in quality 
out ol all proportion to the price. 

Uneeda 

Biscuit 


NATIONAL BISCUIT COMPANY 


I want every housekeeper in the land to send for 
my new .lessen book. It has been greatly enlace; I 
and improved, contains many new recipes and is hand- 
somely Illustrated in colors. The l»oolc Is full of the 
daintiest and most delicious desserts imaginable, suit- 
able for any and all occasions at every season of the 
year. For the name and address of your efocer I will 
send you the book free- If he doesni sell Knot 
Gelatine, for 2c. in stamps and his name 1 will send 
a full pint sample or fur 15c. a two nuart package 

CHARLES B. 1N0X. 24 On Art.. J ds ii aoa. N. T. 


“I MADE *12 d“ 

Selling This 7-Piece Kitchen Set" 

Trim l .worn Mat e~wt •/ B. A CCSMtiCHAM. 

AGENTS 



are coining money— 
Bailing from 50 to 500 
Beta par weak. To» 
can do it. Sand your 
address today and let 
oa PROVE IT. Experi- 
ence unnecessary. W* 
•how you bow to make 
*3 to BIO a day. OUT- 
FIT FREE to workers. 
THOMAS MFO. CO. 

401 Meet# Bldg. 

Dayton Okie 


This free offer it made to 
Introduce our wonderful new 
Fellows Firelees Cooker In 
every home. It ia a marvel of 
convenience and labor-saving 
nsefnlnesR to every woman I 
The latest, bent, most sanitary 
cooker. Aluminum cooking 
vessels and baking attach 
ment. Four Sizes. No kitchen 
drudgery, no watching, no 
worry, no boiling over, no burnt food, no odors, 
fonts nothing to operate. Lasts a lifetime: 
saves money, fuel, time, and labor 365 days 
In the year. Better cooked food. Solves the 
servant problem. More time to enjoy life. A 
blessing to women everywhere, city or country. 
Sent on 30 days' free trial to any point in the 
United States. Special discount If you an- 
swer this ad. Write today aud we will tend 
Free Cook Book aud descriptive catalog. 

UNITED FACTORIES CO. 

1401 McGee St. Kansas City. Mo. 


Build Your* 
Own. Home 


tonit; to start ia 


Off COHCRETB. It is cheap- 
er thaa wood or brick, is abso- 
lutely fireproof aud will last 
forever. Never requires painting 
or repairing. A splendid oppor- 
OH SMALL CAPITAL with a 


Northwestern Variety Block Machine 

We make everything in the Concrete Machinery line— Block 
Machines. Brick Machines. Silo Moulds. Porch Column and 
Balmier Outfits. Sill and Cap Moulds. Sidewalk Tile Machine, 
Well Tiling Moulds, etc. Write to-day for prices and com- 
plete information. 

Rorthwastern Steal A Iron Works, Bx StSU.Eaa Claire, WM 
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No one needs to be told that Vseelt 
Coelersare the only really sanitary, clean, 
wholesome and economiral ice-saving 
coolers made. Our six years' ex- 
perience and over 100.000 satisfied 
customers is all the evidence 
needed that there should be a 
I'aeell Cooler in your home or 
place of business. 

Just ask your doctor what he thinks 
about it and then ask your dealer to 
bring the I'scrlt to yon, or if you prefer, 
wc will send it to you direct. 

l gal sire like cut, §7 00 

2 gal g8 co * gal giooo 

5 gal. with stand < • mplcte 12.00 


Water 

'# and 

Beverage 
^ Coolers 

All I'aeeit Coolers are guaranteed Your 
money back if you aie not satisfied. // >••<* 
■want to know ntcre before ordering, tend 
for our free book. 

We want a dealer In each 
town to handle Useeit 
Coolers. 'Write today for 
our up-to-date selling plan 
and special discount offer. 

Consumers Cooler 
Company 

633 to 643 35th Street 
Chicsgo, 111. 





